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shattered day-dreams together again. At times, as we
have seen, she made futile efforts to behave with her
former self-assurance; chased after the Duke of Wel-
lington, paraded the streets of Brussels half naked.
But for the most part, she stayed at home where, sur-
rounded by a swarm of page boys whom she alter-
nately spoiled and bullied, she tried to forget her
gnawing sense of shame by indulging every whim of
fancy, yielding to every gust of distraught temper.
Her eccentricities grew more and more marked, her
tantrums wilder than ever before. It became grow-
ingly impossible to live with her. The breaking-point
was reached in April, 1816, when, provoked by some
trifling act of mischief on the part of one of her pages,
she flung a ball so hard at his head that it drew blood.
"Oh, my Lady, you've killed me!" he cried out. "Oh,
God!" she yelled, tearing out into the hall, "I have
murdered the page."
As a matter of fact he was hardly hurt. But there
was no telling, the Lambs felt, what might happen
next time. Caroline was certainly a lunatic, and pro-
bably a dangerous one. They made up their minds
that it was impossible for William to live with her
any longer. In a body they went to William and once
more demanded a separation. This time he did not
refuse.
Formal separations, however, entail lengthy pre-
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